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Nerves (Teaser) 


Author's Notes: 

This is a teaser for the story l'm writing now. It will be a full, chaptered book in the end, and this is what will 
become most of chapter one, as it will be extended. Feedback is appreciated! The final story will be uploaded all 
at once when it is complete. 

[Update! The story's title has been changed from Nerves to X's and Indigos, and that it what it will be 
published under. It is still in the works but is coming along nicely! As of August 25th, there are I5 chapters 
complete. Thanks, and look out for it when it's published] 

[Another update! If you stumble upon this, the full fic is now published under the title X's and Indigos! Thanks!) 


Nerves. 


They pricked mercilessly at his heart, his stomach, his brain. Running through his veins and tousling with this 


blood. Nerves were hell. 


His leg bounced against the chair he was seated in, somewhere in a hallway, waiting his turn. 


Waiting, as he ran a hand through his huge, fluffed up head of hair, biting his lip as the butterflies arose 
wickedly in his gut. 


Waiting, as he clasped his hands together in his lap, staring down at the clean tile floor below his sneakers. 
Waiting, as he heard footsteps coming down the hallway. 
He was number 61 of 15. 


61 of 15 drummers who had been chosen out of hundreds of applications to audition for the hottest band in 
the world. 


Kiss. 

bT of 15 chances he'd make it. 

bT of 15 chances he wouldn't. 

bT of 15, the number taped to his pectoral. 

bl of 15, but | hadn't even gone yet. 

Auditions started in five minutes. 

Footsteps echoed again, and he looked up past his unruly hair, though that was just how he liked it. 
Three men were trotting urgently down the hallway. 


The tallest, although not by much, led the way, the look of a businessman plastered to his face, but the man 


in the chair could tell by the smile lines that he wasn't as serious as he seemed to be. 


Following him was a man just shy of the first's height, brown hair so dark it could be considered black. A 
stray piece flopped in front of his eye as he hurried to keep up with the leader. 


Bringing up the rear was the shortest man, hair perfectly curled, lips pursed, large chocolatey doe eyes that 
seemed to burn into his heart. 


He recognized the last man immediately, as there was no man quite as beautiful as the one rushing by him. 
Paul Stanley. 


He held his breath until he passed as if exhaling would alert the younger man and shatter his beauty. 


It was only then that it hit him: he had seen Kiss without makeup. 

And he had no idea which was Gene and which was Ace. 

He sucked in his breath, adjusting himself in his seat. 

Glancing up one last time, he heard a door open into the auditorium. 

The last man tossed a smirk over his shoulder at him, and the man in the chair swore he winked. 
The doors slammed shut and the numbers began to be called. 

After what seemed like ages, a smooth voice called him. 

‘Number sixty-seven, Paul Caravello!” 


Paul stood up, asserted his nerves, and walked into the auditorium. 


Three days after auditions. 
Paul flopped on his bed, sighing softly. 


At first he had felt sure that he had done everything right. He had learned the songs they wanted him to, he 
had played them perfectly, and he even had hit it off with the band - and now could tell Ace and Gene apart. 


But with each passing hour, it became more and more certain that he did not get the spot. 


What now, was the question, as he had quit his old band and moved out of his hometown and closer to the 
city where Kiss was based. 


He stared at the ceiling in his apartment, which blankly returned the stare down at him; a dull shade of beige. 
He found himself thinking of Paul. It really seemed that the vocalist had liked him. 

It was only then he noticed the coincidence. 

He needed a new name if he was going to join Kiss. 

He thought for a few minutes. 


"Eric." He muttered aloud. 


"Eric Carr." 

And it stuck. 

The phone was ringing. How long has it been screaming for? 

Eric reached for it, holding it to his ear and stretching the cord as best as he could. 
"Hello?" 

"Yes, is this Paul Caravello?" 

Eric smiled to himself. 

"Yes, that's me." 


"Hey! Paul Stanley here. We really like you, and you impressed us the other day. We want you to come back to 


the auditorium tomorrow. We picked three guys, and you're the first one we're calling.’ 
Eric felt his jaw drop. 


"Seriously? l-I mean, thank you! So much! I'll be there! And, uh, by the way, Paul, you can call me Eric. Eric 


Corr" 
Paul smiled on the other side of the line. 

"Okay, Eric. l'Il see you tomorrow" 

Ard Paul hung up. 

Eric placed the phone back on the hook, laying back on his bed with a happy sigh. 
He was floating. Higher than the sky, and nothing, nothing, could bring him down now. 
67? 


No, more like number l. 


